BARBARIAN STORIES

massaged her; she looked with passionate interest at
her great white body to see whether she was keeping
the wrinkles still at bay. Then she had herself dressed
in layers of flimsy rich silks, and bade her ladies come
with her to visit her sister, the other Empress, and
Mother of the People, Theodora, in the far wing of
the palace.

She was carried there in a light, wide chair with
cushions; she flung herself carelessly about in it so
that the bearers were hard put to it not to stagger*
Lady Euphemia Xiphilin was walking beside the
chair with her hands clasped and her lips moving.
She did not know about the letter. It was best that
she should not know. She would not understand, no,
not though she had seen Harald, had heard him
scorning what he was - oh well, almost offered! Poor
Theodora would not understand either; she never
had; she had let life frighten her and dry her up: so
foolishly. Never mind, the saints would understand,
they would forgive her, not look at her with silly pro-
testing eyes like Euphemia. And the dear Mother.
Her thoughts flowed sweetly enough to a gift she was
planning for her own birthday saint. Pearls. That
great pearl called the Innocent. What had come of it?
Perhaps Constantine had given it to the Sklerena.
He must not do that, the people would not like it.
Though, dear girl, she deserved pearls; but smaller
ones.

They found Theodora in her room, surrounded by
little tables and caskets where she kept her collection
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